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Waiting For You 


The dimly lit road should have been a hazard, pavement uneven under unsteady feet. His feet were not as 
smooth and graceful as they usually were, the late hour, later than usual, added to several rounds of dancing 
and liquor. He had managed to hold his own, a choice not entirely his own, had it not been for Skinny, he 
actually would have made his return sooner, but considering his name sake, Skinny had wanted to stay at the 
party for as long as possible. 


The after-after-party had finally drawn to a close, people either already sleeping on any surface they had 
found or stumbling in a similar fashion as he was. Skinny had been reluctant to leave, but since he had already 


been tripping his way to the door, Skinny relented. 


Since they were doing a two night show in the city, they had the honour of doing away with the bus until they 
were onto their next tour stop. The hotel wasn't too far away, though he didn't really take notice of that. He 
was more interested in studying the sidewalk and the road, his eyes not needed to look forward. Skinny was 
leading him, half-carrying him really, allowing him to bea heavy ragdoll, watching the rain from earlier that 


night inch its way through every crack and crevice of their path, the blood of the city, dirty just like his own. 


"Could you - move a little?" Skinny gritted out, heaving his weight up as they stepped onto the curb. 


"You're doing well-" His tongue stumbled at the same time as his feet did, the tip of his boot catching on an 
uneven edge of brick Really, what was the aesthetic quality of a brick-lined sidewalk, when it would just injure 
the drunks? He'd wind up with blood - his own and the city's - caking his forehead, if it weren't for Skinny. 


"Enough on your own. You're doing all the moving | need to do for me." 


The lobby was unremarkably empty when they finally made it inside the hotel, another indiscriminate time 
later. Whip was ready to be dragged across to the elevators, but he found himself stopping, stooping as he 
realised Skinny was moving away. Falling was prevented only for the fact that Skinny was kind enough to leave 
him by a sofa chair, four pieces of plush furniture creating what was probably a nice square for relaxing 
when the sun was stretching through the windows towards it. He still appreciated its presence, his hands 
finding the arm of the chair to catch himself, but not without his stomach buckling down too. The impact drew 
out a wretch and a burp, though nothing else spilled out of his mouth, aside from the stench of long-ago and 
recently drunk alcohol. 

"Skiliin-nnyyyyy. . " he drawled out, half hysterical, half-sleepy. He would have liked to have been in bed, but 
considering how close he was to the chair, he didn't mind curling up in it either. He did want to know where his 
friend had gone to, since it appeared that he had vanished. The upholstery wasn't giving him any clues on the 
matter. 


"You, dear Bernadotte, are a nuisance," Skinny announced, his voice remarkably clear and loud. Gagging his dislike 
of the statement, he scrunched up his nose and eyes before lifting his face towards where the sound carried 
from. A wide-screen version of Skinny looked down to him, though it looked decidedly odd when he was being 
framed by two gold bars on either side of him. If he was remembering correctly they came back to their 
hotel, and not some museum or jail cell. Opening his eyes fully it came to him that Skinny was standing in front 


of a luggage cart. "I'm not carrying you around, so hop on and I'll roll you upstairs." 


"Now this is service." With a speed and grace that didn't seem right, not after his near fall, he vaulted himself 
upright, swinging himself swiftly to sit on the low bottom. He pulled his feet up, bracing them on the front 
bars while hooking his hands around the back ones. 


Travelling the streets in this mode of transportation would have been far more fun, and faster. As it was, 
getting up to their floor to their joined rooms took no time at all. His ride a short one, he grumbled as he got 
onto his feet, waiting for Skinny to move the rack aside to unlock their door. Whip traipsed inside as soon as 
the click sounded, throwing the door wide to saunter in After the dim lighting of the lobby and the halls, the 
sudden light of the room blinded him and Skinny. He had come to a halt and wouldn't have gone stumbling had 
Skinny not walked into him. They nearly crashed to the first bed, hands not reaching for the wall in time, but a 
yelp that wasn't their own had them tripping away to avoid the half-naked boy who was running backwards 


into them. 


Cat wore an expression of long-suffering. It was the only thing he wore, stretched out on the bed, arms 
cradling the back of his head. He was looking at the two of them as if they were the reason that they had 
scared off the boy, which in fact they had, but that didn't excuse the fact that he was naked. With a boy. The 


gender was not an issue, as both were looking at him trying to pull on his shirt, determining that he had to be 
no more than fifteen. 


He had grabbed his socks and shoes, not bothering to put them on as he ran out the door. "The hell?" Whip 
finally asked, looking away from the slamming door back to Cat. 


"It is what it is," Cat stated, licking his lips before grinning and stretching out loose limbs. Other parts of his 
anatomy remained tight, bobbing as though to greet them with an eager nod. 


"Yeah, it is - you're a slut," Skinny sighed exasperatedly. 


"Nooo." Shaking his head slowly, Cat eyed Skinny, dragging his fingers down his torso, past his belly and down to 
just above his cock. "Sluts see action all the way through, and you drove away my ‘through option 


Crossed arms fell to his sides, Skinny barking out a laugh. "Poor you. You're going to be stuck that way. 


"Oh come on, | know you want this." Rolling his hips and tapping his finger for emphasis, Cat tilted his chin up, 
eyes glittering in a way that usually had the groupies drooling over him. 


"Ahh, no." 

"ill purr for you." 

I'd rather listen to Bone snore." 

Whip started at that, realising what was being said. "You're rooming with them now?" 


‘lm not going to sleep with you and risk being thrown up on, or sleep with him and have him rub himself off 
on me," Skinny pointed out. A glance around the room confirmed that his suitcase was where it had been 
dropped off in the afternoon, on the far side of the television table, so he walked around to grab it, then 
continued to the open doors leading to Nightmare and Bone's room. "You two have a lovely night. Try not to soil 


the bedsheets, either of you." 


"That leaves. .. you and me." Cat pushed himself up, not quite seating himself, but at least lifting his back up 
from the bed. He glanced sideways to Whip, who had made his way to the other bed, thankfully unused. "You'll 


be more fun than Skinny anyways." 


"So that was all a ploy to get him out of the room. Clever." Whip knew it wasn't planned out that way, that Cat 
would take anyone, made evident by the boy who no longer was there. If Bone and Nightmare hadn't been so 
exhausted, he probably would have given them a shot too. When Cat beckoned towards him, he sat down on his 
bed, untying the laces of his boots slowly. Once he was barefoot he stood up, not joining Cat yet, but trailing 


fingers to neaten up Cat's mussed up hair. "I'll take care of you now." 


Cat snagged Whip's hand, lapping up along his palm, then mouthing along his finger until he was at the tip. 
Sucking lightly, then firmly, he pulled him down onto the bed, going for Whip's mouth, but Whip twisted away, 
only a little to kiss at his neck Cat murmured, gasping and grinning when it turned into a nip, but Whip kept 


moving his attention to somewhere else before he could enjoy each sensation for any longer than a second. 
"Did he kiss you?" Whip asked after nibbling on his ear. 


"That wasn't what we wanted," Cat replied, though thinking that was what Whip wanted, he tilted his neck, 


giving him more space to work with to his ear. 


Instead Whip drifted his lips down, tracing down to shoulder, dipping his tongue into a soft spot where bone 
wasn't too prominent. "What do you want?" 


‘Isn't it obvious?" Cat thought it was, but if it was escaping his attention, he rocked his hips up, his hard 
length rubbing against Whip's strong thigh. 


Locking eyes with Cat before glancing down, as if indeed forgetting, he grinned sheepishly. "I think | could 


arrange something.” 


Snickering under his breath, Cat continued to watch him as Whip made his way down, his mouth doing all sorts 
of tricks as it forged a path along his torso."Your charity knows no bounds." 


"Flatterer" He sucked a point on his pelvis, worrying it with teeth and tongue until it was a rosy mark. He 
wondered how long it would take to mark out his name, but deciding better on it, not wanting to ruin Cat's 


chances with the girls and boys, he continued down to his thigh, his legs having been spread for wanting 
before he even started his oral travels. 


"Closer," Cat moaned, twisting without seemingly moving any part of his body off the bed. Such was his skill, 
lazy enough but capable to work the laws of physics to oblige to his need. 


‘| see it," Whip sang lightly, grinning into Cat's inner thigh before nipping it. He did indeed see his cock, erect and 
almost sobbing for lack of attention Cats gaze was somewhere else entirely, not watching him for the 


attention he was giving him, so rather than do what Cat wanted, he lapped at his balls, drawn close to his 


body. 

"No, not there!" Cat protested, laughing a little. 

"Oh, where then?" He held back a smile this time, keeping his voice curious. 
"Cock!" 


‘Oh yes, | do have an impressive cock, thank you." 


"My cock!" 


Smothering his laugh with the blankets, shoulders shaking, Whip lifted his head up a few seconds later. "Your 
dick!" 


"Yes!" 

"Your John!" 

"Yes!" 

"Your pleasure sword!" 

". What?" 

"Your throbbing manhood!" 

"Okay, what are you doing down there?" 

"Just familiarising myself with your impressive shaft." 

"Okay" There was a few seconds of silence before Cat spoke again. "Are you two familiar enough?" 
"I think so," Whip reassured him, quite earnestly. 

"Alright, next stage then," Cat stated, the edge of impatience falling away as his legs relaxed once again. 


"Yes," Whip agreed, nodding, letting his fingers graze up from balls to wrap around the base of Cat's cock. "Now 
| ask it out on a date." 


"Nol 


"What kind of a boy do you take me for, Mister Casino? I'm not the type to just jump right into bed, stripping 
half-naked!" Feigning indignation, Whip sat up, expression unresponsive to Cat's parted mouth and arched 
eyebrow. "l'm fully dressed, | expect to be treated with class. | want to be taken out to dinner, watch an arty 


movie at the cinemas!" 
"Then why are you in bed with me?" Cat asked, his other eyebrow joining the other, hiding beneath his fringe. 


| thought you liked me! You said you wanted to be alone with me," Whip lamented, though on the inside he was 
roaring with laughter, all the liquors and their desire to wretch his stomach joining the hilarity. 


"That's what you said!" 


‘Oh sure, you'd throw that back in my face just because | won't let this back in my face," Whip retaliated, 
pointing an accusing finger at Cat's cock. It was more of a caress though, the way his finger tip brushed over 
the slit. A gasp escaped Cat's lip where irritated words had once been. "Oh, you're so vain, selfish. You'd just 
love it if | just put my mouth all around you, sucking you down to the root.” 


Cat shuddered, his words just as effective as his touch. "Please, more." 

"You want me squeezing you, swallowing you down until | can't breathe?" 

Rolling his hips up, wanting to feel more to go with the narrative, Cat bit back a smile as two fingers slid down, 
grazing past the ridge. All of his hand followed down, steadying him, pushing him back to the bed as warm 
moist breath hovered over the head. A slow stream spread over it, ghosting a teasing impression of what 
would come. 

"Maybe next time." 

His body bounced in time with the bed, Whip climbing off sending the springs back up where his weight had 
been. Cat's body felt all too heavier, especially his cock, still waiting for someone to pay it the attention it 


wanted. 


Sighing, Cat brought his hand down, blocking out the sounds of Whip getting ready for bed. 


